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Author's Notes: 
This is an oldie, but | have been picking at it for a little. My friend and beta sgSixx convinced me that the 
world was ready for it. Only one way to find out, | suppose. | haven't written an Axl/Slash one in a while 


anyway. Thanks for reading! :-) 


"Well, looks like a slight sprain. Little swelling and a little bruising, nothing that can't be cured. Ice and ibuprofen 
for you, and you should try and stay off of your foot for tonight as much as you can" said the paramedic, 
gingerly looking over my sore ankle. | guess | was lucky | didn't crack my damn head open Fucking useless. I'm 
gonna kill the guy that forgot to use the glow in the dark tape..Who fucking does that? "If you sit tight for a 


second, I'll wrap it for you." 


Sure, I'll sit tight. The last thing | want is to move from this spot. Moving from this spot would require me to 
deal with the goddamn neurotic motherfucking people | thought were my friends and family, who don't seem to 
be fucking satisfied by anything I'm trying to do for them and have literally kept me up all night and now I'm 
feeling like | can't breathe again--keep it together, Axl--these Stones shows are a big fucking deal and I've 
already gone and fucked up-- 


He starts wrapping the ACE bandage around my foot and | thank the God | question exists that it helps. The 
last thing | need is them fucking fussing over me and complaining. "Well, now you can't do the shows | guess, 
can you Axl?" Not the band, not Alan, and NOT my "guests". Guests my ass! | brought these people out here: 
Mike, Lynnie and Eric, my hometown friends, plus two of my cousins. | flew them all in, paid for first-class 
round-trip, their accommodations, backstage passes, best seats in the house, everything! | paid for everything! 
And what the fuck do | get? NOT A FUCKING THING... from ANY of them! Not one of them thanked mel Here | 
am, breaking my fucking balls and paying for everything for them, and all they've done so far is bitch and 
complain! That's all they've done, all damn day! "Well, the hotel you picked out had really uncomfortable beds." 
"Where are you? We wanted to go to dinner with you, we haven't seen you all day!" "God that flight sucked. 
Next time get us a direct flight." "How come we didn't get a penthouse room? | thought that's what you said 


you were going to get?" 


"Ok, you're all done. Is that too tight for you?" Brought back to Earth with a bump, | just shook my head. The 
band, who were looking over her shoulder and holding their breath, all sighed in relief. Christ, it's not like | 
broke it or anything. Calm the fuck down. Even they were fussing..Jesus..And my chest tightened again. 


Finally, FINALLY, to be back in the AC of my hotel room. Even though | hadn't fucking slept in 24 hours.maybe 
| could finally try to sleep. Provided everyone left me the hell alone for once. | popped a few Tylenol, since | 
didn't feel like having someone else run out and get me ibuprofen, and laid back on my bed, propping up my 
foot on a spare pillow and putting a bag of ice on it. Then | look over and see that little blinking message light 
on the phone. 


"Aww fuck..what now?" | groaned out loud, not caring who fucking heard me.Then | made that critical judgement 


error and decided to listen to the voice mails..what a shitstorm THAT turned into.. 


"Yo, dude, what the fuck is up with you? All we wanted was to go to dinner with you, and then you Told us you 
couldn't! ‘Oh, | can't eat this close to the show time, I'll get sick' Sounds like bullshit to me! We haven't fucking 
seen you in ten years! Was it too much to ask for just a little bit of your time, or are you too much of a 


rockstar for us now?" 


And | played through them all. All fifteen of them. And they ALL sounded like that..and by the time | got to 
Lynnie's, who was complaining about not having anyone to go to a bar with her and not wanting to drink with 


the band (even though they offered), | was done. 


| laid back on my bed, foot aching. This would only happen to me. | tossed the TV remote away and just fucking 
groaned into the sheets. | had two more days of this nightmare.. | just wanted to curl up, go to sleep and be 
left alone. For the next 3 days. Hell, forever sounds better. | closed my eyes, feeling a massive headache 


forming behind my eyes. 


| couldn't have been asleep more than I5 minutes before someone knocked on the door, bringing me out of a 


somewhat sleep. | glanced at the clock on the nightstand. 2:21 am. Fuck. Me. My eyes hurt, and so did my head 
and foot. Oh God.. it was probably Mike, complaining about sleeping next to Eric and Lynnie, who were probably 
having sex and weren't being very quiet about it.Who the hell did | piss off in a past life for this shit to 
happen to me? Trying to suppress the panic and distress that was welling up in me, | nervously told Mike to 


come in. 


But it wasn't Mike. Or Eric, or Lynnie, or either of my cousins. It was Slash. | couldn't see much underneath his 
usual mop of hair, but | could see it in his body: he was drained. More than usual after a show. | exhaled. 


Thank God. Slash shut the door. 


"Hey, man What's up?" | asked, rubbing my puffy eyes. | must have looked like a wreck; messy hair, eyes 
swollen and dark from not sleeping. Glad | didn't have a mirror. He shrugged. 


"Ah, you know. Not much. Just wanted to see how..your foot was." He was fumbling for an excuse to be here. | 


could tell. He didn't really want to tell me why. The tidal wave of panic was subsiding. 


"Oh.it's better. It still hurts a bit, but it's not a big deal. | hurt myself all the time." | said, brushing my hair 
out of my face and trying to clear my head of all the voicemails that were still weighing heavily on me. Slash 
shifted his weight, staring at the carpet (at least, | think he was, | never could see his eyes half the time). 


"How--How are you?" 


And he just hugged me. Just like that with no warning. His arms were firm, it was almost hard to breathe. His 
hair was soft against my cheek. | felt him sigh, the kind of sigh | knew too well:he was trying to compose 
himself. | felt a wave of sympathy somewhere in me, as it hit me: his grandmother had died two days 
ago..fuck He had been hurting in silence and hadn't said anything to anyone about how he was feeling. He'd just 
drank it away... 


| pulled Slash close to me, a little hesitantly. | wasn't really any good at comforting someone. Even when my 
brother or sister cried when we were kids. They'd just cry into my shoulder and I'd just sit there. 


| guess | did the right thing; Slash laid down next to me on the the bed. | felt the bed dip as he rearranged 
himself next to me and got comfortable. Christ. could feel the warmth radiating from him. He shuffled closer 
to me on the bed, wrapped his arms around my waist and rested his head on my stomach. | felt his breath 
through my shirt. | sighed and | felt my whole body relax, something it hadn't done in 48 hours. He just hugged 


me to him, squeezing my waist, like he couldn't be close enough to me. The only sound in the room was the 


sound of the both of us breathing. 


| closed my eyes. His touch was soothing. In the midst of the immortal hell | was going through, | suddenly felt 
calm. From just a touch; just being held. 


"You're warm.." Slash murmured into my shirt, so softly | almost didn't hear him. He squeezed me a little 


tighter, then let go. "Do you feel ok?" 


| closed my eyes and the horror movie started in my head. The ugly voicemails, the running around, falling off 
the stage, people calling my name, the nausea, the random thudding heartbeats that kept interrupting what | 


was doing, feeling like | couldn't breathe, two sunrises in a row-- 


‘lm fine." | said quietly, laying my hand gently on Slash's curly head. When | was upset, | loved it when someone 
played with my hair. Maybe he did too. | ran my fingers through it; it was really soft, and they ran right 


through it. He settled into me even more. 


More silence. | stared at the peppered pattern of the ceiling. If | stared at it long enough, it looked like they 


were swirling. Christ, | was so tired.. 

"Can we get out of here?" Slash asked. | looked down it at him briefly before looking back up at the ceiling. 
"Its a little late.it's 2:48.you mean like to a bar or something?" | wasn't sure why | was still speaking softly, 
as if someone was eavesdropping. | felt him nod against me, his curls brushing the small sliver of skin that 


was showing between my shirt and the waistband of my jeans. It tickled a little. 


"Yeah..something like that. Away from here." He said. But he didn't let go of me. "Did--did you eat dinner after 


the show?" 


| shook my head. | wasn't really hungry. Then | remembered he wasn't looking up at me. The reality of the 
panicked haze | had been in the last two days actually hitting me. 


"No." | said truthfully. | sighed heavily. "To be honest. can't remember the last time | ate anything." | paid 
there and ran back through the last two days like a tape in reverse. My head hurt. "| think.shit, | don't think 
I've eaten in two days..." 

Slash leapt up off of me like he'd been shocked and stared at me through his curls. 


"What?!" 


| wasn't hungry." | said. Which was the truth. I'd felt so nauseous the last two days that eating was the last 
thing | wanted to do. 


Slash yanked at me up off the bed and to my feet. My ankle throbbed. 

"Ow, ow, Slash, my foot! Be carefull" But he wasn't listening. 

"There's a diner across the street.| want to go there..you need to eat..fuck the bar, I'll live..you need to get 
something in your stomach.." | stared as he rushed around the room, through my drawers, handing me a 


jacket and my shoes and socks. He looked like a tornado bouncing from one side to the other. Then it hit me--| 


knew what he was doing. 


"Ok" | said, putting on my shoes. 


